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I could have a thousand years-J- ust,

IP one little thousand yearn
mure of life I might In that time
draw near enough to true Romance

to touch the hem of her rolie.
Up from ships men come and from

waste places and forest and road and
parrot and cellar ito maunder to me In
BtranKely distributed words of the
things they have seen and considered.
The recording of their tales fs no more
than n matter of ears and finger. Then-ar-

only two fates I dread deafness
and writer's cramp. The hand Is yet
steady: let the ear hear the Maine If
these printed words be not In the order
they were delivered to me by Hunky
Mngcc, true camp follower of Fortune.

Biography shall claim you but an In-

stant I first knew Hunky when he was
head wntter at Chubb's Hule beefsteak
restaurant and cafe on Third avenue.
There was only one waiter besides.

Then successively I carromed against
Jilm In the little streets of the Big City
after his trip to Alaska, his voyage as
cook with a 'treasure seeking expedition
to the Caribbean, and his failure as n
pearl fisher In the Arkansas Itlver.

these dashes into the land of ad-

venture he usually came back to
Chubb's for a while. Chubb's was a
port for him when pales blew too high:
hut when you dined there and Hunky
went for your steak you never knew
whether he would come to anchor In the
kitchen or In the Malayan Archipelago.
You wouldn't care for his description
he was soft of voice and hard of face
and rarely had to use more than one eye
to quell any approach to a disturbance
among Chubb's customers.

One night T found Hunky standing at
a corner of Twenty-thir- d street and
Third nvenue after an absence of Sev-

ern! months. In ten minutes we had n
little round table between us In a quiet
corner, and my ears began to get busy,
I leave tint my sly ruses and feints to
draw Hunky's word of mouth blows It
all came o something like, this:

"Speaking of the next election," said
Hunky, "did you ever know much about
Indians? No? I don't mean the Cooper,
Beadle, cigar store or Laughing Water
kind I mean the modern Indian the
kind that takes Greek prizes In colleges
and scalps the halfback on the other
Bide In football games. The kind that
eats macaroons and tea In the after-
noons with the daughter of the profes-
sor of biology and tills tip on grasshop-
pers and fried rattlesnake when they
cut back to the ancestral wickiup.

"Well, they ain't so bad. I like 'em
better than most foreigners that have
come over In the last few hundred
years. One thing about the Indian Is
this: When he mixes with the white
race he swaps aU his own vices for
them of the palefaces. And he rotalns
all his own virtues. Well, his virtues
are enough to call out the reserves
whenever he lets 'em loose. But the Im-

ported foreigners adopt our virtues and
keep their own vices and It's going to
take our whole standing army some day
(to police that gang.

"Ilut let me tell you about the trip T

took to Mexico with High Jack Snake-feede- r,

a Cherokee twice removed, a
graduate of a Pennsylvania college and
the-date- thing In pointed toed, rubber
heeled, patent kid moccasins and Ma-

dras hunting shirt with turned back
cuffs. He was a friend of mine. I met
him In Tahlequah when I was out there
during the land boom, and we got thick.
He had got all there was out of colleges
and had come back to lend his people out
of Egypt. He was a man of tlrst class
style and wrote essays, and had been
Invited to visit rich guys' houses In
Boston and such places.

"There was a Cherokee girl In Mus-
cogee that High .lack was foolish about.
He took me to see her a few "mes. Her
name was Florence Win- - Feather but
you want to clear your mind of all Ideas
of squaws with nose rings and army
blankets. This young I uly was whiter
than you are and better educated than
ever 1 was. You couldn't have told her
from any of the girls shopping In the
bwcII Third avenue stores. I liked her
so well thot I got to calling on her now
and then when High .lack wasn't along,
Which Is the. way of friends In such
matters.

"She was educate,! at tin- - Muscogee
College, and was making a speclalt of

let's see eth yes, ethnology. That's
the art that goes back and traces the
descent of different races of people,
lending tin from Jellyfish, through mon
kevs nnd to the (fllrleiis. High Jack
had took up that Hue, too, and had read
papers about It before all kinds of riot-
ous assemblies Chaiitauiiuas and Choc- -

taws and Chowder parties and such.
Having a mutual taste for musty Infor
mntlon like that was what made 'cm
like each other, .suppose. Hut 3

don't know! What they call congen- -

ialltv of tastes ain't always It,

"Now. when Miss Mine Pent her nnd
me was talking together I I'stetied to
her iitllilavlts about the first families
of the Land of .Nod tieing cousins ger- -

man (well, If the Qermans don't nod

who docs?) to tho
mound builders of
Ohio with Incom-
prehension and re-

spect. And when I'd
tell her about the
Bowery and Coney
Island nnd sing a
few songs that I'd
heard tho Jamaica
niggers sing at
their church lawn
parties sho didn't
look much less In-

terested than she
did when High Jack
would tell her that
he had a pipe that
the tlrst Inhabitants
of America origin-
ally arrived here on
stilts after a freshet
a t Tenatly. N e w
Jersey.

"Ilut I was going
to tell you more
about High Jack.

"AIkiiu six months
ago I got a letter
from him saying
he's been commis-
sioned by the M-
inority Iteport Bu-

reau o f Ethnology
at Washington to
go down to Mexico
and translate some
excavations or dig
up the meaning of
some shorthand
notes on some ruins

or something of
that sort. And If I'd
go along lie could
squeeze tlie price
Into the expense ac-

count.
"Well. I'd been

holding n napkin
over my arm at
Chubb's about long
enough then, so I
wired High Jack
'yea,' and he sent
me a ticket nnd I
met him In Wash-
ington, and he had
a lot of news to tell
me. First of all was
that Florence, Blue
Feather had sud-- il

e n 1 y disappeared
from her homo nnd
environments.

" 'Hun away?' I asked.
"'Vanished,' says High Jack. 'Dis

appeared like your shadow when the sun
goes under a cloud. She was seen on
tho street and then she turned a cor-

ner and nobody ever seen her after-
ward. The whole community turned out
to look for her, but we never found
a clue,'

" 'That's bad that's bod,' says I, Sin- -

was a mighty nice girl and as smnrt
as you find 'em.

HIsh Jack seemed to take It hard. I

guess he must have esteemed Miss Blue
Feather quite highly. I could" see that
fie'd referred the matter to the whiskey
Jug. That was his weak point and many
nnother man's. I've noticed that when
a man loses a girl he generally takes to
drink either Just before or Just after
it happens.

"From Washington we rnllrondcd It
to New Orleans, and there took a tramp
steamer bound for Belize. And a gale
pounded us all down the Caribbean and
nearly wrecked us on the Yucatan coast
opposite a little town without a harbor
called Boca do Coaeoyula. Suppose tin- -

ship had run against that name In the
dark!

"Better fifty years of Rurope thnn a
cyclone In tho bay,' snys High Jack
Snakefeeder. So we get the captain .to
send us ashore In n dory when the squall
seemed to cease from squalling

" 'We will find ruins here, or make 'em,'
says High. 'The Government doesn't
care which we do. All appropriation
Is an appropriation.'

"lloca de Coaeoyula was n dead town
Them Biblical towns we rend about-Ti- red

and Siphon after they was de
stroyed, they must have looked like
Forty-secon- d street and Broadway com-pare- d

to this Boca place. It still claimed
1,300 Inhabitants, as estimated and en
graved on the stone court house by the
census taker In l."!i". The citizens were
a mixture of Indians and other Indians
but some of 'em was light colored, which
I was surprised to see. The town was
huddled up on the shorn, with woods so
thick around It that n siibpicnn server
couldn't havu reached a monkey ten
yards away with the papers. We won
dered what kept It from being annexed
to Kansas; but we soon found out that
It was Major Blng

"Major Blng was the ointment around
tho My. Ho had the cochineal, snrsapa- -

rllla, logwood, annatto, hemp and all
other dyewond anil pure foot) udnltcra
Hun concessions cornered. He hud live
sixths of the lloca de Thlngamiijlggers
working for him on shares. It wua a
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'The girl gives a little and her eyes Hy open as big as

beautiful graft. We used to brag about
.Morgan and 12. H. and others of our
wisest when I was In the provinces but
now no more. That peninsula has got
our little country turned Into a sub
marine without even the observation
towrr showing.

'Major Blag's Idea was this. He had
the population go forth into the forest
and gather these products. When they
brought 'em In he gave "em one-tlft- h for
their trouble. Sometimes they'll strike
and demand a sixth. The Major always
guvc In to 'em.

"The Major had a bungalow so close
to the sea that the mile Inch tide seeped
through the cracks' In the kitchen Hour,
Mo and him anil High Jack Snakefculer
sat on the porch and drank rum from
noon till midnight. He said he hail piled
up $300,01)0 In New Orleans bunks, and
High and me could stay with him for
ever if we would. But High Jack hap-
pened to think of the I'lilted States,
and began to talk ethnology.

"'Itulns?' says Major Blng. 'The
woods are full of 'em. 1 don't know
how far they date back, but they were
hire, before I came.'

"High Jack asks him what sort of
worship the litizens of that locality
were addicted to.

"'Why,' snys the Major, rubbing his
nose, 'I can't baldly say. I imagine Its
Intldel or Aztec or Nonconformist or
something like that. There's a church
here ii Methodist or some other kind,
with n parson named Skldder. He claims
to have coin cried the to Chris-llaiilt- y.

He and me don't assimilate ex
cept on state occasions, I imagine tliey
worship some kind of goiW or Idols

et. But Skldder says he has 'em In
the fold,'

"A few days later High Jack and me,
prowling around, strikes a plain path
Into the forest and follows It a good
four miles. Then a branch turns to the
left. We go a mile, maybe, down that
mid run up against the finest ruin you
ever saw solid stone with trees and
vines and umlet brush all growing up
against it and In It and through It, All
over It was chiselled carvings of funny
beasts nnd people that would have been
arrested If they'd ever come out In
vaudeville that way. We approached
It from the rear.

"High Jack had been drinking too
much rum ever since we landed In lloca.
You know how an Indian Is the pale
faces fixed his clock when they Intro-
duced )i I in to firewater. He'd brought
u quart alung with hlm.

"'Hunky, snys he, 'we'll explore the
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ancient temple. It may be that tho
storm that landed us here was propi
tious. The Mlnoilty Beport Bureau of
Bibliology,' snys he, 'may protit by the
vagaries of wind and tide.'

"We went In the rear door of the bum
edifice. We struck a kind of alcove
without bath. There was a granite dav
enport and a stone washstand without
any soap or exit for the water and
some hardwood pegs drove Into holes
In the wall, and that was all. To go
mt of that furnished apartment Into a
Harlim hall bedroom would make you
feel like getting li.uk home for ail ama
teur vio'oncello solo at an Fast Side
settlement house.

"While High was examining some
hieroglyphics on the wall that the stone
tunsoiis must have made when their
tools slipped I slopped Into the front
room. That was at least tinny ny fifty
feiit, stone Hour, six little windows like
square portholes mat illdut let mucn
light In.

"I looked back over my shoulder nnd
sees High Jack's face three feet away.

" 'High,' says I, 'of all tin '

"And then I noticed ho looked funny,
and I turned around.

"He'd taken off his clothes to the
walnt and he didn't seem to hear me. 1

touched hlm and came near beating It,
High Jack had turned to stone. 1 had
been drinking some rum myself.

"'Ossified!' T says to him loudly. 'I
knew what would happen If you kept
It up.'

"And then High .lack comes In from
the alcove w.lien he hears me conversing
with nobody, and we have a look at Mr.
Snakefeeder No. 2. It's a stone Idol or
god or revised statue or something, and
It looks as much like IIIkIi .Incki.is on.
green pea looks like Itself. It's got ex-

actly Ills face ami size and color: but
It's steadier on Its pins, It stands on
kind of rostrum or pedestal, ami you
can see It's been there ten million years

"'lie's a cousin of mine," sings High
and then he turns solemn.

"'Hunky.' he says, putting one hand
on my shoulder and one on the statue's,
'I'm in the holy temple of my ancestors,'

"'Well, If look goes for anything,'
says I, 'you've struck a twin. Stand
s!de by side with buddy and let's see If
there's any difference'

"There wnsn't. You know an Indian
can keep his face as still as an lion
dog's when he wants to, so when High
Jack froze his features you couldn't
have told hlm from tho otlu-- r one.

" 'There's some letters," says I, 'on his
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nob's pedestal, but I can't make 'em out
The alphabet of this country seems to
bo composed of sometimes a, e, I, u and
ti, but generally zx, Is and ts.'

"High Jack's ethnology gets tho up
per hand of his rum for a minute and
he Investigates the Inscription.

"'Hunky,' says he, 'this Is a statue of
Tlotopaxl, one of the most powerful
gods of the ancient A a: cos.'

"Glad to know hlm,' says. I, 'but In
his present condition he reminds me of
the Juke Shakespeare got off on Julius
('a Kir, We might say about your friend;

Imperious What's His Name, dead and
turned to stout. No use to write or call
hlm on the phone." '

"'Hunky,' says High Jack Snake
feeder, looking at me funny, 'do you be-

lieve In reincarnation?'
"It sounds to me,' snys I, 'like either

a cleanup of the slaughter houses or a
new kind of Boston pink. I don t know.

"I bellow,' says he, 'that I am the
reincarnation of Tlotopaxl, My re-

searches have convinced me that the
Cherokecs, of all the North American
tribofi, can boast of the slralghtest de- -

scent from the proud Aztec race. That,'
says he, 'was- - a lavorlte theory of mine
and Florence Blue Feather's. And she

what If slit '

"High Jack grabs my arm and walls
his eyes at me. .'list then he looked
more like his eminent mur
derer, Crazy Horse.

" 'Well,' says I. 'what If she, what If
she, what If he'.' You're drunk.' says
I, 'It's Imperfonallng Idols and bellcv
lug In what was It
Let's have a drink,' says 1, 'It's as
spooky here as a Brooklyn artltlclal
limb fat lory at midnight with the gas
turned down.'

"Just then I heard somebody coming
and I dragged High Jack Into the bed
less bed chamber. There was peepholes
bored through the will so we miild svo
tho whole front part of the temple.
Major Blng told me afterward that the
ancient priests in charge used to rub
ber through them at the congregation,

"In a few minutes an old Indian
woman came in with a big oval earthen
dish full of grub. She set It down on
a square stone In front of the graven
Image and laid down and walloped her
fai u the floor a few times and then
took a walk for herself,

"High Jack and me was hungry, so
we iiiiiie out and looked It o er There
was goat steaks and fried rice cakes
and plantains and cassava and broiled
land crabs: and mangoes nothing like
what you get at Chubb a.

m

"Wo ate hearty
and had another
round of rum.

"'It must be old
Tecumseh's or
whatever you call
him birthday,'
sayii I. 'Or do they
feed hlm every day?
1 thought gods only
diank vanilla on
Mount Catawaum-pus- .'

"Then some more
native parties In
short kimonos that
showed their nbur-Inglne-

puncttucd
the near horizon
and me nnd High
had to skli back
Into Father Axle-tree- 's

private bou-

doir. They came b
ones, t w o s and
threes, and left a!!
siirts of offerings
there was enough
grub for Bingham's
nliu gods of war
with p lent y left
over for the peace
conference at The
Hague.

"T h e y brought
HHHyC9 Jars of honey and

hunches of bananas
and bottles of wines
nnd stacks of tortil-
las and beautiful
shawls worth on
bundled doll a rs
apiece that the In-

dian women weave
of a kind of veget-
al'.- Hi re like silk.
All of 'em g"t down
and wrlrgled on the
floor in front of that
hard finish god and
t h e n sneaked off
through the woods
again.

" ' I wonder who
gets this 'rakcoff?'
it marks High Jack.

"'Oh,' says I,
'there's priests or
deputy Idols or a
committee of disar
rangements some-
where In the woods
on the Job. Wher-
ever you find u god

you'll tlnd somebody waiting to take
charge of the burnt offerings.'

And then we took another swig of
rum nnd walked out to the parlor front
door to cool off, for It was as hot Inside
as ii summer camp un the Palisades.

And while we stood there In the
breeze wo looks down the path nnd
wi'H a young lady approaching the
blasted ru.n. She was barefooted and
had on a white robe and carried a
wreath of white flowers In her hand.
When she got nearer we saw she lud
a long lii tu feather stuck through her
black hair. And when she got nearer
still me and High Jack Snakefeeder
grabbed each oilier in keep from turn,
bllng down on the floor. For the girl's
face was as much like Florence Blue
Feather's as his was ke old King Toxi
cology's.

And then was when High Jack's
booze drowned his system of ethnology.
lie dragged me Inside back to the statue
and says:

'Bay hold of It. Hunky. We'll pack
It Into the other loom. I felt it all tin
time,' says he. 'I'm the reconsideration
of the god I.ocoinotor-ataxl- a, and Flor
ence Blue I'Vather was my bride a thou
sand years ago. She has come to seek
mo In the temple where I used to
rclgn.'

"'All right, says 1. 'Tin re's no nt
arguing against the rum question. You
takii his feet.'

"We lifted the .100 pound stone god
ami carried hlm Into the lurk room
of the eafi temple, 1 meanand leaned
bun ntuinst the wall. It was more
work than bouncing three live ones
from an all night llroadway Joint on
New Year's eve.

"Then High Jack ran out and brought
In a couple of them Indian silk shawls
and began to undicss himself.

" 'Oh, gs!' says I 'Is It thus? Strong
drink Is an adder nnd n snlitrai'lor I

Is It the heat or the call of the wild
that's got you,"

"But High Jock Is loo full of exulta-
tion and cane June to iepl, He stops
the disrobing business just short of the
Manhattan lleach rules, nnd then winds
thein ri hlte shawls around htm
and goes out and stands on t e pedestal
as steady as any platinum deity you
ever saw. And 1 looks through a peek-hol- e

to see what he Is up to,

"In a few minutes n comes the girl
with the ilowcr wreath. Panged If I

wasn't knocked a little silly when -- he
got close, she looked so exactly mm h
like Florence Mine Feather. 'I wonder,'
says I to myself, 'If she has been rein
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carcerated too. If I could si sinmyself, 'whether she luu a m a hrr
l.'ft ' but the next minute 1 t Siie
looked one-eigh- th of a shade d.ir han
Florence. But she looked goon nat.
And High Jack hadn't drunk all rjm
that had been drank.

"The girl went up within ! ' ,f

the bum Idol and got down . vis.
saged ll'T nose with the floor li

rest did. Then she w- - nt i. ml
laid the flower wreath on t'n ;

stone at High Jack's feet. It i:t ,s I

was, I thought It was kind of .if

her to think of offering flower - i,l

of household and kitchen pr ..
I'ven a stone god ought to ap ,i

llttte sentiment like that on t

fancy groceries they had p n

front of hlm.
"And then High Juris st. ps d ' n

his pedestal, quiet, and m nt .. x

words that sounded Just like t'
.lyphlcs carved on the walls of

The girl gives a little Jump
and her eyes lly open as bin
nuts, but she don't belt it.

"Why didn't she? I'll tell y .1
think why. It don't seem to
supernatural, unlikely, str.i:,-startlln- g

that a stone god sho I

to life for her. If he was t d
one of them snub nocd brown
the other side of the woods, ..

Would be ilKTeiellt but her? 1

she said ti herself: 'Well, goodlli s

you've been a long time g mng on
Job.. I've half a mind not to spi
you.'

' But she nnd High Jack holds '
and walks away out of the tern,
gether. By" the time I'd had
take another drink and enter u

sieiie they was twenty yard-goin- g

up the path In the wood-gi- rl

had come down. With tii
scenery already In place, It v

like a play to watch 'em --'!c
up at him. and him gi Inu '

the best that all Indian tan b
the way of a googt . l

wasn't anything In that it.
and revulsion to tintype f n.

"'Bey' Injun" I y!'- -

Jack. 'We've got a b .nd
town and jnu're ha .nu u..
cent. Brace up and cui out
tan fisher maiden and !

home."
"But on the two goes w'!

ing once back until, as yo m

the forest swallowed 'em .,

never saw or heard of H.uh J
feeder from that day to H- -

know If the Cherokecs cam.
Aspics; but If they d.d
went back.

'All T could do was n ' '

to that lloca place and panM
ltlng. lie detached hmist ,f f'
if his winnings to buy me a
And I'm back again on '

'hubb's, sir, and I'm C".n- -
steady. Come around and
the steaks as good as i v i

I wondered what Hi'
thought about his own st 'i

him If he had any tin oi . --

incarnation and train-mo-

slid mysteries as he had i

"Nothing like that."
positively. "What a '.'ml II

was loo much booze . '

They'll do an Indian up o-

"But what about MNs V--'

I persisted.
"Say," said Hunky. w'l''

little lady that stole .bo ii

give Mile a Jar w hen I th
at her; but It was only f i

remember I told you it
Miss Florence Blue Ft i'' '

from home about a m

where she landed four I

In as neat a live room "
Twenty-thir- d street as

ldcw.i)N through', ami --

M.lgee ever since."
Cniiiirlnht III Ihr V-

I om,'!i.' i

Sijjn of Spp'
" " you were In ask

I harbinger of
claimed the wis- '

"my answer would be to n

of lire houses.
"When you initio '

back, thus enal-lii- th-

to stand nmilnst the cli. '

the horses feeding in i '

the formidable hum -- '

the centre of the tl oi
spring Is here nnd suniin-

"There may be oilier
practical, but 1 nlw.i

house dools to no
pleasant weather his t n

more, I never fail io
house Will i - the ilo.'l s
111 get a peck at I' i l

house.
Sollll how 1 I el i w'l

horse di ,iw ii i 'i in s ir
for after all, t1 t im i

have more seiilliiu ul iu.i
than the up lo dau a ito t


